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Students use lavs for labs 
TORONTO (CUP) - Uni-
versity of Toronto's botany 
department has been forced 
to use a boiler room and a 
partitioned men's washroom 
as laboratories because of 
severe government funding 
cutbacks. 
And the situation is so des-
parate in the dentistry faculty, 
where students are using 21 
year-old equipment, that major 
facility improvements have to 
be made by 1983 or it will lose 
its licence to graduate dentists. 
"All facilities and depart-
ments are being affected to 
some degree," states a report 
on the cutbacks conducted by 
student council, "with most 
being seriously hurt and some 
on the verge of disaster." 
Ontario opposition leader 
Stuart Smith raised the matter 
in the legislature on Thursday, 
demanding an explaination for 
the situation from colleges and 
universities minister Bette 
Stephenson. 
"Why is the largest, most 
industrialized province tenth 
md last in its funding," Smith 
said, "which has affected the 
quality of all aspects of the 
universities' operations, from 
undergraduate education to 
research efforts?" 
Stephenson said the univer-
sities should be asssured the 
.-. 
Clark Bent, reporter, stumbled into education 
minister Brian Smith's office and discovered how 
wisely education money is used. 
government "will be doing our 
very best to meet the require-
ments for the education of 
young people." 
"Universities are a very 
important part ofthis society," 
she said. "But they, just as all 
other sectors of society, have 
been subjected to constraints 
which have been imposed by 
inflation." 
The student council report 
states that government fund-
ing has been below inflation-
ary increases for eight years. 
Overcrowding is another 
result of budget restraints out-
lined in the survey. The mech-
anical engineering department 
is being forced to reduce enrol-
ments from 120 to 80 next 
year, while the electrical engi-
neering department is regis-
tering 150 students in classes 
and labs designed for 100. 
Student society 
wants pub boss 
by Tom 
Schoene wolf 
The Douglas College stu-
dent society is looking for a 
pub night manager. 
Kevin Hallgate, student soc-
iety president, said that a pub 
manager is needed because 
there is a problem getting 
people to volunteer their time. 
"A pub manager would also 
ensure a better continuity of 
pub nights," he said. 
According to Hallgate, the 
pub manager would be res-
ponsible for liquor licences; 
making sure the pub is started 
on time, and watching over 
the pub to see that the evening 
runs smoothly. 
At Coquitlam and New 
Westminster pub nights the 
manager would also be res-
ponsible f5r clean-up. 
Student society. will also be 
hiring bartenders for the pub 
nights. 
Any interested students 
should submit their applica-
tions to the student society 
office at the New Westminster 
campus. The pay is $4.50 per 
hour. 
Hallgate said that the stu-
dent society is planning to 
have live bands at the major-
ity of the pubs because the 
Bashers were extremely popu-





Clubs at McGill may soon set CanadiCHl : farmwort(ers' 
· U.nion- pg6 
· their own worth 
MONTREAL (CUP)- Clubs money for different groups. '. non-members, it would- also 
and other campus groups According to Tharani's plan, be given points. 
funded by the McGill student as of fall 1981 clubs that want 
society may soon be called funding will have to fill out a 
upon to participate in grading questionnaire and be assigned 
process if they wish to receive points according to their 
student money. worth. · 
Student society vice presi- Tharani outlined the crite-
dent Salin Tharani has un- ria by which these points would 
veiled a proposal that will see be given: 
M~Gill clubs and other ?rani- • If a campus group involves 
zatwns rated ~n a cr~dtt sys- or reaches more than 300 peo-
tem to determme then worth ple, it would receive up to 5 
and the amount of money points in the 21 point system; 
th7,Y deserve. . . • If the group has been on 
It creates a JU~t and fat~ campus for more than three 
m~ans of ~llocatmg funds years, it would receive a max-
sa~? T~aram: . imum of a futher three points; 
. We re !rrmg. to a votd P!lr- • If the club or group involves 
tlsan pohttcs m allocatmg a significant percentage of 
The joint management com-
mittee of the student society 
would also grant up to three 
more points on a more subjec-
tive basis if it thought the 
group was worthy, said 
Tharani. 
There are also points for 
getting your budget in on time 
and not running a deficit. 
Tharani said he thinks the 
new system will benefit cam-
pus groups by forcing them to 
increase their membership or 
improve their service if they 
hope to maintain their grant. 
"Do more, get more", he 
said. 
Ongoing groups such as 
Radio McGill are now assig-
ned money based on their 
grant from the previous year, 
but, said Tharani, such organ-
izations will be required to 
justify their activities in detail 
under the new system. 
Students_, he said, "have a 
right to know how their money 
is being spent and if its going 
into the right pockets." 
The proposal has not yet 
been presented to council and 
Tharani will be discussing it 
with clubs and other groups 
before finalizing it. 
The point system is based 







Two weeks ago, The Other 
Press ran a story entitled 'Walk 
Against Rape' which contained 
a typographical error on the 
address of the Vancouver Rape 
Relief Office. The correct add-
ress is 45 Kingsway St. (near 
Main St.) Our apologies for 
any confusion that may have 
been caused. 
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But this is where it all 
began. · Those basic primal 
longings. That incredibly 
consuming desire to prove 
those suckers wrong. You 
weren't going to kill your-
self but if you wanted to 
you would and to please 
get the hell off your case . 
The Stork by this time 
had settled into a trance of 
some kind, occasionally 
twitching as he mumbled 
"Pushout." This was ac-
companied by jamming his 
arms straight out to where 
it looked as if they were 
going to dislocate from his 
shoulders. I knew where he 
was coming from. I, too, 
( 
had dreams that haunted 
me of pushing out and just 
running out of sky. Too low 
for the chute and a rotor 
that had already pulled 
four pilots out of the sky 
and em bedded their teeth 
into the control bar: This 
was the Dark Side, that 
place where even the Stork 
needed some drug-induced 
persuasion to enter. I had a 
shoulder that ached in the 
cold and, if you watcli the 
Stork, his strange walk 
isn't just caused by . too 
much drug abusing and not 
enough anything else. 
Read the weekend mag-
azine articles . Everyone is 
flying around and smiling. 
There is always some "Gee 
whiz , I'll bet it's really 
neat" line to which the 
hang glider pilot responds, 
,in his best John Wayne 
voice, "Well shucks, little 
lady, it's really nothing." 
BULLSHIT! You're scar-
ed right out of your mind. 
I couldn't hear the music 
anymore. That could havt 
meant that the box oJ 
twisted wires that crouched 
underneath the goldfisl 
bowl had finally, after a 
life-time of abuse, packed 
it in and croaked. I tried 
yelling. In a scream that 
issued straight from the 
bronchial cavity (just stop· 
ping in the throat long 
enough to rip out the 
larynx) I attempted a (orm 
of communication with the 
stork. "HIGH FLIGHT." 
He just looked at me 
with that idiot grin . 
''Yaaaaaaaaaaaaa .... '' 
''First high flight. I yell-
ed again (this time without 
the use of a larynx). 
That did it; This was 
hallowed ground that I had 
just planted my size ten 
Adidas sneakers on. The 
Stork came bolt-upright . 
Not an easy task for a man 
whose physiology is mo-
deled on a long legged bird 
that hangs out in swamps. 
Resplendent in harness , 
helmet and the white spot 
on the end his nose, he 
strode across to the stereo 
nearly knocking over the 
goldfish bowl in the pro-
cess. Suddenly, there was 
silence. I'm sure if any of 
the goldfish had been alive 
they would have looked as 
surprised as I was. 
The first high flight. 
That's the big one where 
you go off sometbing high 
enough that if you haven't 
got your shit together you 
might prove right the pig 
next door and the cleaner 
clerk . That was a three 
hundred foot fall we were 
talking about and it would 
be another hundred feet 
before you stopped bounc-
ing. 
The Stork was speaking 
now. 
''I was up there just 
waiting and waiting and 
waiting. The glider had 
been set up for twenty 
minutes anyway. It (the 
wind) was blowing down, 
then across. I must have 
checked that launch a hun-
dred times. Two and a half 
steps. That's all I had. 
Then it was going to be 
either fly or not. That was, 
if you remember , our third 
launch attempt . It was 
beginning to look as if we 
were going to be getting 
out the mirror and the 
SJ!OOn on the top instead of 
on landing. But then the 
wind started to come aro-
und . 
Strap in, static check and 
off. Bang-bang-bang, there 
were the three of us just 
hanging there floating 
along doing the old dacron 
butterfly and azure sky 
routine. 
Hey! Everybody talks 
about their first high flight 
and it's always the greatest 
ever and of course it's the 
best it ever could be. But 
those babies are scary. You 
get down and you kiss the 
ground. 
It may have been glass 
air and one turn but after 
you unhook from that kite 
you were absolutely sure 
that it was the single most 
dangerous event ever at-
tempted by man. Then all 
of a sudden there's a 
bunch of people running 
by, banging on your back 
and you are a Hang 
Gliding Pilot. You ' re not a 
jumper of little hills . This 
is the Big Time and you 
forget about being scared 
until the next time . 
When I first hook in I'm 
still spooked . Just watch . . . 
even the guys who have 
been flying for years al-
ways sneak off into the 
bushes just before launch . 
But after that you're flying 
and it doesn ' t really matter 
anymore . 
TERRY FOX CAMPAIGN 
To raise money for the Terry 
Fox campaign, the Adult Basic 
Education Program in Surrey 
is asking for donations of 
books and white elephant 
items. 
These will be sold in the 
Surrey campus cafeteria loun-
ge. The money collected from 
the sale will· be donated to the 
Cancer society on behalf of 
Douglas College students , 
faculty and staff. 
Thanks for your assistance 
and see you at the sale! Check 
this paper for notification of 
time and date . 
Please drop off contribu-
tions at: The A.B.E. Program, 
Surrey (Room 407 A.B.). For 
more information please stop 
by or phone Surrey, local218. 
CAREER PROFILES 
Next on New Westminster campus: 
RECREATION 
(Therapeutic Community) 
October 22, 1980 
Time: 12:00-2:00 
Room N 107 
!-:onday, Cct. 20 1980 
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CALGARY (CUP) - Depart-
ments and services at Mount 
Royal College will have to be 
eliminated unless the govern-
ment intervenes with funding, 
said the College's coordinator 
of accounting systems. 
The 1980-8 ~budget restrai-
nts have forced the closure of 
one department, layoffs 10 the 
library, cutbacks in media ser-
vices and decreases in coun-
celling services. 
The athletics and campus 
recreation department has suf-
fered a $25,000 budget reduc-
tion and the art gallery will no 
longer be financed. 
An estimated 50 courses 
have been dropped from the 
calendar and the hiring of 
faculty has been reduced . 
"These departments have 
been squeezed every year. If 
things keep going the way 
they are we'll have to make 
the decision as to whet-her we 
are going to have these depart-
ments or not," said Gordon 
Bowers, Mount Royal College 
co-ordinator ot" accountmg 
systems. 
Although the college did 
receive an estimated 10 per 
cent increase from last year, 
Bowers said it was not enough 
to cover expenses for this year. 
"The group (budget advi-
sory committe) went through 
a month of agony making up 
the budget. Although we did 
get an increase, part of the 
money was conditional grants 
for new programs such as 
youth development program 
and a post-basic mental health 
program." he said. 
Salaries .took up the bulk 
of the budget increase, said 
Bowers. 
Eighty per cent of our exp-
enses are salaries. Support staff 
and management got an eight 
per cent increase. The faculty 
hasn't settled yet and we've 
got to give them an increase. 
They're still on last year's 
contract. 
"Our faculty is relatively 
poorly paid. They could go 
downtown and make three or 
four thousand dollars more," 
he said. 
The advisory committee 
tried to stay away from cut-
backs in direst instruction, he 
said, and as a result was forced 
to reduce funding in other 
areas. 
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WRCUP ·conference 
by Dan Hilborn 
Three members of the Other 
Press were among sixty dele-
. gates in attendance at the 
Western Region Canadian 
University Press (WRCUP) 
conference held Sept. 3-5 at 
the University of Alberta. 
Delegates discussed princi-
ples and purposes of the press 
and attended senimars on ad-
J.. '3. 2 3. 0 
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vertising and layout. 
Speakers at the conference 
were Grant Notley, labor critic 
and head of the NDP caucus 
in the Alberta legislature, and 
Jeremy Boultbey, a professor 
from the Uni•ersity of Lis-
bon, Portugal, and 'former 
overseas correspondent for 
Maclean's magazine. 
Other business covered dur-
For ALL fh£ 
0eflfo15. 
ing the conference included 
the ratification of the human 
ri~hts co-ordinator and mem-
bers' board position; the elec-
tion of Nancy CampbeH and 
Dale Lakevold as president 
and vice-president; a resolu-
tion to support the autonomy 
of the NAIT Nugget; and the 
planning of a national ad co-
operative to replace Youth-
stream Ltd. 
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(Talk about an October Crisis) 
The Other Press is a dem · · -run student 
newspaper published twelve times a $emes:ter dudttg the 
tall ~nd .spring ~errn:s under the auspices of The Other 
Pubhc!ltlons ~o~te~y. The Other ~ress is a member of the 
Canadian Untverstty Press and a subscriber to Youth· 
stream Canada Limited. 
The Other Pr:ss .news bffke is lo.cated at the back of 
the New Westuunster campus cafeteria. Business phon.e 
525-3542, .news phone _525·3830. 
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osmos: Re 191on 
Deception? 
The man turned on his tele- before life had even begun? "There is no 'why'" came the 
vision set just in time. The Surely evolution had no such reply. It began to dawn on 
credits for the presentation of end in mind when life first him. Fear began to grip him 
Cosmos were just being an- began to blindly grope its way as he looked around the Tem-
nounced. The service was across the landscape. He dis- ple. "There are only two of us. 
about to begin. missed the thought. It was Are only the two of us real?" 
As the stars and galaxies insignificant. "No. Only you are real." Of 
swept pa~t him o~ the sceen, Spontaneous generation! ~ourse. The .accid~nta.l mes~-
the hauntmg mustc seemed to Natural selection! Of course. mg of chemtstry m hts bram 
draw hi~ right into the scene It made such good sense. A had create~ illusion of reality 
before htm. He was there! He rational explanation for an and. meamng. But now he 
had sor_nehow been trans- irrational becoming. But reahzed.that he couldn't ev~n 
ported mto the Temple of wasn't that a contradiction? be certam that he had abram. 
Evolution and he was a wit- How could he have the prop- Th~t, t~o, must be an acciden-
ness to the billions of years erty of rational thought when taltlluswn. He was alone and 
that had gone before. The rational thought was not in- unable to define himself! In 
music drew him onward. herent in the process by which panic, ~e rushed out of the 
Wasn'tthatstrange?Themusic he came into being? Never temple mto a crowd of people 
was harmonious and beauti- mind ... one must have faith on the street outside. He knew 
fuL Wouldn't it have been The service drew to a close a~ theycouldn'thelphim.Frantically, 
more appropriate to have al- the priest gave a forty second his mind looked for a means 
lowed each member of the visual summary of his mes- of ~scape .. Must he endure the 
orchestra to select his own sage. A nagging thought. Was pam of ~h1s sem~lance of real-
notes and, in a cacophony of this all? As the priest was tty until evolution took an-
sound, portrayed the random about to disappear, the man o~her turn and thereby deliver 
events which he was seeing? rushed after him. "You forgot htm bac~ into the oblivion 
The thought distracted him something. You didn't tell me from . whtch he had come? 
only for a moment. 'why'!" The priest looked at Insamty reached out a wei-
The strong, handsome face him blankly, as if to say that come hand towards hi~. Al-
of a man appeared as if gazing there were some questions that ready .he . could see . htmself 
through a cloud into a bright, the man would be better off crouchmg m a catatomc trance 
optimistic future; a prophecy not asking. The man insisted: to escape the reality wtiich 
of the coming of man! But "You told me 'what' happened 
what was that face doing here but not 'why' it happened!" see page 5 
-- - ------------~- -
By MICHAEL McEVOY 
for Canadian University Press 
It is my hope that some day the full details of the 
intelligence upon which the government acted can be 
made public, because until that day comes the people of 
Canada will not be able to fully appreciate the course of 
action which has been taken by the government. 
John Turner, Oct. 16, 1970 
For most Canadians, the October Crisis of 1970 is a 
closed case. Most people still feel the federal govern-
ment was correct when it proclaimed the War Measures 
Act to bring "peace and order" to a country wrought by 
terrorists. 
But 10 years later many questions linger about the 
War Measures Act and the crisis itself. 
Was it necessary to invoke the War Measures to solve 
the kidnappings or did the government have other rea-
sons for its proclamation? Still other mysteries sur-
round the actual murder of Pierre Laporte. Did Paul 
Rose, serving a life term for Laporte's killing, actually 
murder Quebec's labour minister? And what was the 
role of Canada's police forces throughout these events? 
These questions have remained largely unexamined 
by the English media , although in Quebe"c they have 
been probed with startling results. 
Preliminary investigations by journalists and inquiry 
commissions reveal: 
• the fedral government, either intentionally or unin-
tentionally, overreacted to events in 1970; 
• Paul Rose was probably not present when Pierre 
Laporte was killed; 
• RCMP and police had, by 1970, penetrated the FLQ 
thoroughly enough to knOJN what the group was 
planning; 
• Pierre Laporte had extensive connections with 
Montreal's mafia community, a fact which seems to 
have muddied speculation about Laporte's actual 
murder. 
FLQ founded 
The Front de Liberation du Quebec (FLQ) was 
founded by a small band of people in 1963 who were 
dedicated to the cause of an independent Quebec. The 
FLQ was one of many independence groups formed at 
the time, but it became the most notable because of its 
bombing missions in affluent English sections of 
Montreal. 
In 1964, the FLQ was given an intellectual shot in the 
arm when Pierre Vallieres and Charles Gagnon assumed 
leadership. Both were jailed two years later when police 
connected them with incidents of violence. 
By 1970, rumours abounded that the FLQ was about 
to attempt something more daring than mail box 
bombings. 
In May of 1970 police officials foiled an FLQ attempt 
to abduct an American government offictal. By this 
time the police had identified the handful of people in 
the FLQ. Jacques Lanctot and Paul Rose, involved in 
the Cross and Laporte kidnappings, had been arrested 
at the raucow; demonstration during the St. Jean Bap-
tiste Day celebrations in 1968. Others, such as Marc 
Carbonneau, a Cross abductor, were leaders of the 
"liberation" taxi drivers movement a few years earlier. 
When Cross was kidnapped, the police had a good 
idea who the culprits were. And so did La Presse, 
Quebec's largest daily newspaper. They speculated in a 
front page story the day after Cross's abduction that 
Jacques Lanctot was involved since he was a cab driver 
and Cross was kidnapped in a taxi . 
According to Pierre Vallieres in his book The Assas-
sination of Pierre LAporte, police also knew the house 
where Laporte was held was an FLQ residence. It had 
been previously rented by Paul Rose. 
But when the fateful day of October 5 arrived, police, 
through the media, ga e the impression that the FLQ 
was a huge force, largely unknown and capable of over-
throwing t~e government . Federal cabinet minister 
Jean Marchand said the FLQ numbered about 3,000 
and had infiltrated every key area of the province. 
In a recent interview on Radio Canada, Marchand 
admitted these figures were based more on gues~ing 
than on hard evidence. 
"Each made his own assessment," conceded 
Marchand. 
Under the War Measures Act, 465 people were 
arrested, 403 of whom were released without charge. 
Only 18 people were convicted of charges related to the 
kidnappings. Even the FLQ members themselves 
acknowledged they and their sympathizers numbered 
only about 100. In a communique suppressed by the 
government, the kidnappers said the authorities had 
sensationalized the group's power in order to discredit 
Q Special 
Canadian ~rsity Report 
... 
them in the eyes of the public, particularly Quebec's 
young people who were sympathetic to at least the 
group's separatist and socialist principles . 
"This revolution will not be made by a hundred peo-
ple as the authorities want everyone to believe, but by 
the whole population," the message stated. 
Sot:' it is assumed the government knew the FLQ did 
not pose a genuine revolutionary threat, why proclaim 
the War Measures Act? 
Trudeau and the separatists ' 
Pierre Trudeau has never hidden his hatred for the 
separatist movement in Quebec. He has attempted to 
use his position to fight independence to its grave . By 
envoking the War Measures Act, Vallieres argues, the 
government attempted to administer Quebecers a deep 
shock treatment which would make them stand up and 
denounce separatism once and for all. 
"The desire to smear the 'separatist' leadership lay at 
the root of the October Crisis of 1970," he says in The 
Assassination of Pierre LAporte. Trudeau tried to lump 
all separatists together, violent or not, as the true ene-
mies of the people, Vallieres says. 
Interestingly enough, Vallieres points out the federal 
government established a committee on May 7, 1980, 
five months before the crisis, to "consider steps to be 
taken in the event the War Measures Act comes into 
force by reason of insurrection." 
This eveidence came from government documents 
leaked to the Toronto Globe and Mail in 1971. 
Vallieres says the government knew about the FLQ's 
plan to kidnap Cross through police infiltrators, but 
allowed the kidnapping to proceed so they could admin-
ister the "shock" of the War Measures Act. 
A similar theory about the events of October, 1970 
are constructed by journalist / novelist Ian Adams in his 
book End Game in Paris. 
Adams pieces together a tale of police infiltration of 
FLQ ranks with police actually establishing phony 
"parallel" cells of the group. Adams suggests that police 
plants manipulated naive members to commit acts of 
violence . The crisis itself was the creation of the 
"colonel," who he says heads a special counter-terrorist 
unit which is loosely attached to the RCMP 
Adams' theories about police infiltration of the FLQ 
have to some extent been borne out. At the Keable 
Commission into police wrongdoing in Quebec, testim-
ony was heard that RCMP superintendent Donald 
Cobb actually wrote provocative "FLQ" communiques. 
When Vallieres denounced violence as a means of 
change in Quebec, Cobb issued a communique from a 
fake cell of the FLQ, denouncing Vallieres and asking 
the FLQ to retain its violent ways! 
Also revealed at the commission was that Carole 
Devault, who helped write October Crisis commu-
niques, plant bombs, store dynamite and commit theft 
for the FLQ, was actually a police spy. The question is: 
See page 2 
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From pace 1 
if Devault informed police of Cross's whereabouts, why 
did the police not move sooner than they did? 
Even more mysterious is that she identified Nigel 
Barry-Hamer, the so-called sixth person in the affair, as 
a kidnapper of Cross and the FLQ's contact with the 
outside world during the-crisis. Despite this knowledge, 
authorities did not charge Hamer with kidnapping until 
just this year, 10 years after the fact. 
Another interesting detail, which emerged in 1973 in 
an article in Last Post magazine, was that Pierre 
Laporte had extensive ties with the mafia in Montreal. 
The mob had supplied funds to Laporte's re-election 
campaign in 1970 apparently hoping he woutd· be 
By TOM HAWTHORN 
for Canadian University P ress 
C BC reporter Rene Mailhot and his technical team 
were driving near a Montreal police station on a Thurs-
day night 10 years ago when they spotted three unmark-
ed cars ' following them. 
They were hardly surprised to be stopped by their 
pursuers, who identified themselves as members of the 
anti-terrorist squad. Ordered to come to the police sta-
tion, the four CBC men followed quietly. 
Placed in a small room, they were induced to answer 
questions and hand over their personal belongings. But 
that room was close enough for them to overhear a truly 
stunning announcement - officers in the next room 
were being told that the War Measures Act was to be 
implt:meni.ed in a few hours. 
Mailhot nat.ually rose to investigate, but a police-
man abruptly stoppt'd him, shaking his fist in Mailhot's 
face. "Goddamn I •astards," the officer growled. "One of 
these days you're going to get it. We're fed up to here!" 
Mailhot evenl.ially did "get it"; the first reporter to 
arrive at the scene of the discovery of the house where 
Pierre Laporte had been held, he was roughed up by a 
police sergeant. Mailhot also was struck at a police 
stakeout later on in the crisis. 
Mailhot's experience was not unique and is no means 
the most extreme case of media harassment under the 
War Measures Act. At best it represents what was the 
norm for journalists in Quebec in the two months 
separating diplomat James Cross' kidnapping to his 
release. 
Under the act, which made it illegal to support the 
Front de Liberation du Quebec or to disseminate its 
philosophies, police forces were given the opportunity 
to harass and detain journalists they felt were being 
critical. 
So numerous were examples of unmotivated arrests 
of journalists, searches at .their homes. censorship and 
physical attacks that the Federation professionelle des 
journalistes du Quebec was able to compile a sizeable 
dossier "reporting only the most significant (as) exam-
ples of this kind are legion ." 
But one astounding incident recorded by the associa-
tion took place the evening Laporte was kidnapped and 
five days before the act was invoked . Cia ude-Jean Devi-
rieux had questioned Pierre Pascau. a reporter who had 
received several FLQ communiques and an old asso-
ciate of Laporte's on the CBC French network . 
The program Devirieux moderated had just ended 
when he took a call from Quebec justice minister 
Jerome Choquette. Devirieux thou~ht the minister was 
both angry and very emotional. He wondered if 
Choquette was speaking to him in his official capacity. 
After reproaching the reporter for taking part in the 
special program. Choquette warned. "If this continues. 
it is you who will be blown up." 
Devirieux then told the minister he was only doing his 
job as moderator and had respected the rules of objec-
tivity. Replied Choquette: "I know that you are objec-
tive but now one can no longer sit on the fence. Objectiv-
ity now means to denounce ." 
After examining the media's performance under the 
act. it becomes clear that Laporte was not the first 
casualty of the crisis. That dubious honor goes to the 
media's ability to report on events without interference. 
, While reporters in Quebec certainly faced the greatest 
repression. in that some were arrested and others suf-
fered frequent searches of their homes and work places. 
the authorities elsewhere in Canada had few qualms 
about threatening newspapers and their editors. 
Police were using the provisions of the act so they 
could selectively harass the student press, said Susan 
Reister, then a Canadian University Press vice-pre-
sident. 
She sa-id some newspapers were closed because they 
published all or sections of the FLQ manifesto, while 
other student papers did so without police threats. 
"We feel it's harassment of certain papers and edi-
tors," Reister told Canadian Press. "We think the 
authorities are just using the act to hassle editors they 
don't like and to threa.ten them. 
"It's a dilemma. We don't really know what to do. 
Why some and not others?" 
appointed justice minister and pay the mob back with 
favours. But it turned out that premier Robert Bourassa 
named Laporte Minister of Labour and Immigration. 
Bourassa had no real love for Laporte as he had just 
beaten him in a bitter battle for leadership of the Liberal 
party in Quebec. 
Laporte becomes martyr 
Because of his mafia contact, Laporte was becoming 
a political liability. According to the Last Post, the 
police were on the verge of bringing court action against 
him for his dealings. 
But Laporte's assassination elevated him to the status 







The McGill Daily, after printing an editorial denounc-
ing the government actions, was warned by police offi-
cials not to print similar editorials. Two editions were 
eventually stopped from being distributed on campus. 
Le Quartier-Latin, student newspaper at the Univer-
sity of Montreal, was ordered by police not to distribute 
an edition carrying the FLQ manifesto. Earlier, a lot of 
copy for the Oct. 24 issue was seized by police in a search 
a few days before the invocation of the WMA. Senior 
staff member Jacques Geoffroy was arrested twice . 
Police in Guelph confiscated the typeset flats of The 
Ontarian. a newspaper published by students at the 
University of Guelph . The newspaper had been attempt-
ing to print the manifesto . The police held all copies 
after they were shown a copy of the edition by the 
paper's printers. 
In Lethbridge, the editor of The Meliorist student 
newspaper decided to hold back distribution following 
warnings from local police that distribution would 
mean arrest. 
Only intervention by Saskatchewan's attorney-general 
prevented Regina's police chief from arresting the edi-
tor of the University of Saskatchewan Carrillon. 
Bob Higginbotham, editor of the University of Victo-
ria Martlet, had several visits from the RCMP and 
Saanich police one October press day. The police 
apparently had discovered he was considering publish-
ing a letter from a member of UVic's teaching staff 
expressing support for the goals and methods of the 
FLQ. The police told Higginbotham that printing the 




And still, Laporte's murder remainds a partial mys-
tery. Paul Rose, convicted of the murder, said he was 
not present when the murder occurred and a recent 
Quebec government inquiry into the events of 1970 
leaked to the press to confirms this. If Rose was not the 
killer, who was? 
The conclusions of the Quebec government report are 
being hedl back because the government claims any 
disclosure would prejudice the trial of Nigel Hamer. 
But the inquiry may not reveal much, because, 
according to Quebec MNA Gerald Godin, the federal 
government refused to cooperate with it. 
It is now clear that unless the federal government 
agrees to open its files, the real story behind the crisis of 
1970 might never be known. 
provincial capital. W.A.C. Bennett's government passed 
an order-in-council after the news of the letter become 
public instructing schools to fire pro.fessors supporting 
the FLQ. 
But so haphazard were restrictions on the press that 
the University of B.C. Ubyssey printed the same letter 
that Martlet decided to kill after the police visits. The 
Ubyssey also successfully printed several FLQ manifes-
toes through the Canadian University Press news ser-
vice without police interference. 
Yet the greatest difficulty student newspapers faced 
during the crisis came from printers who feared police 
charges. It was a bizarre twist to the repression that 
surely must have proven very satisfactory to the author-
ities that wanted to deny papers the opportunity to 
publicize events in Quebec. 
Certainly the strangest tampering was by printers at 
the Dartmouth Free Press in Nova Scotia . Both the 
Dalhousie University Gazette and the St. Mary's Uni-
versity Journal returned from the printers wi•h large 
blank spaces. In the Gazette's case. the entire front page 
was left blank - after the printer arbitrarily decided not 
to print three stories which originally appeared in the 
Montreal Star, no, exactly known as a radical anti-
government paper. 
The Memorial University Muse in Newfoundland 
was printed only after a call to the federal justice 
department to get clearance of copy dealing with 
Quebec. The Muse, though, fared better than the Uni-
versity of P.E.l. Cadre. Because of censorship from their 
printers, the Cadre staff asked the Muse's printers to 
run an extra 2,000 copies of a supplement on the crisis. 
Censorship often resulted in student newspaper staff 
creating statements much more powerful than those the 
authorities feared . The University of Toronto Varsity 
was barely miffed when their printers refused to print an 
FLQ manifesto. They ran a photograph of FLQ lawyer 
Robert Lemieux with two pieces of tape in an "X" 
across his mouth . 
Underground and leftist journals also received visits 
from the police . Logos, an English-language newspaper 
based in Montreal, had to stop publishing when police 
arrested most of the staff after raiding their co-operative 
house, which also served as an office . They confiscated 
files, photographs and stories, not to mention typewri-
ters, making it virtually impossible to publish. 
Staff members of Our Generation, a Marxist journal 
still publishing in Montreal, suffered 10 police raids 
from October to Christmas at their shared home. Just 
before supper on Nov. 18, eight policemen raided the 
journal's nearby office . Four officers carrying machine-
guns, another a pistol. They seized several documents 
and later called the landlord, hinting he should not be 
renting to such people. · 
Two days later, they conducted another search. They 
arrested the managing editor, a woman by the name of 
Casselman, telling her she was to be detained for 90 
days . She was questioned for a couple of hours at the 
police station about the group and its politics, the FLQ 
and her personal sex life. She was released later that day 
but, according to her statement to the federation des 
journalistes, the police said they "would be sending a 
couple of men to her house, to take care of any sexual 
frustration she might be having because of her political 
involvements." 
The editors of Scanlan's Monthly had just completed 
a move to a Quebec printer after having difficulties with 
the American printer's union when their printer's plant 
was visited by RCMP, Quebec Provincial Police and 
Montreal police. At that time, an RCMP spokesman 
said he had found no violations of the War Measures 
Act in the latest issue. 
Two days iater the printshop's owners broke their 
contract with Scanlan's. A week after that police seized 
100,000 copies on the ground that its contents might be 
seditious. The Quebec justice department then told the 
magazine's distributor that it should not be delivered. 
Police eventually cleared it of possible sedition, levying 
a $20 fine for not having registered in Quebec. 
But the authorities had not comp.leted their delaymg 
tactics . Customs authorities seized the just-released 
copies and held them for another week. The copies were 
finally released for good but by that time no distributor 
in Montreal would handle them. The 
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niently became a 
martyr for Canadian 
federalism, had 
extensive mafia ties. 
concerned urban guerilla warfare in the U.S., with no 
mention of Quebec. 
Quebec's commercial media fared much better with 
the authorities than did the student and alternative 
press, largely due to their own self-censorship at the 
start of the crisis. 
But · even that was not enough for Quebec justice 
minister Choquette, who said on Nov. 9 he would ask 
the federal government to impose temporary censorship 
on the news media. 
"I would consider that it is in the public interest that 
the news media should accomplish their duty of inform-
ing the public," he said . "But they should also respect 
the duty of the government to see that order is 
respected. 
"I prefer a situation of non-censorship as long as (the 
news media) cooperate with us. I am adopting a wait-
and-see attitude and I believe the news media will pro-
vide the necessary cooperation." 
Choquette's message was clear: the press could pub-
lish whateve·r it wanted as long as it did not interfere 
with the government's plans to handle the crisis . 
And while the commercial media was more than wil-
ling to go along with the self-imposed censorhip at the 
beginning of the crisis, the unlikely cooperative rela-
tionship with the police and justice department quickly 
soured . Radio reported Pasceau, whose television inter-
view brought the angered call from Choquette , eventu-
ally became fed up with general warnings to the station 
by the minister to "be careful." 
"It's not direct censorship," said Pasceau . " It's much 
worse than that, it's indirect . From now on we decide 
whether to use FLQ material on the basis of its news 
value ." 
Pasceau reversed his policy after he received an 
authentic FLQ communique and handed it over to the 
Montreal police chief. who promised to return a copy. 
He did not do so . Said Pasceau. "I felt it was an impor-
tant communique. it was a lot like the original mani-
festo . The next time I'm going to copy it first and to hell 
with them. They can have it after we've got a copy." 
That early relationship in the crisis fundamentall y 
changed the na ture of the media : it became a willing 
accomplice of the state and its forces. whether through 
fear of harassment or by general agreement. instead of 
acting traditionally as a recorder and sometime-
interpreter of events. 
Perhaps the most criticized media outlet was Radio-
Canada. the CBC French-language arm. Even the 
union representing the news staffers said the station was 
tragically lacking in principles and norms in its coverage 
of the crisis. 
Replied Radi0-Canada management : "The CBC does 
not abdicate its managment's exclusive responsibility 
to evaluate the orientation and effect of the information 
it provides to the public ." 
The management then went on. in the midst of a 
hiring freeze and just after the firing of almost 100 
employees. to hire an additional five supervisors. bring-
ing the total to 10. to direct surveillance of Radio-
Canada's 40-odd reporters. That is an absurd ratio 
which exists at Radio-Canada to this day. 
Many journalists 
now feel he was 
purposely sacrificed 
by the government 
because his death 
served all their 
L__ ________________________ --
Threaten civil liberties 
Police and the state 
Quebec's university campuses were m turmoil in 
those numbing days of the October Crisis 10 years ago. 
While there was general support for the goals of the 
Front de Liberation du Quebec, there was almost 
unanimous condemnation of their methods in the 
English-language universities. 
That changed following Pierre Laporte's death and 
the implementation of the War Measures Act . 
Laurier Lapierre, now a Vancouver television host 
and newspaper columnist, was director of McGill U ni-
versity's French Canada studies program during the 
crisis. He was also an outspoken critic of the suspension 
of civil liberties. 
"A democracy doesn't protect itself by removing the 
rights of its own people," Lapierre said then. "When a 
human being's life is at stake there is no such thing as 
'giving in' to demands. Confronted by the choices, I 
would have preferred that the government make the 
choice of negotiation and exchange." 
Ten years later, Lapierre still believes Canada's huge 
police force threatens to abuse civil liberties. He was 
interviewed by Ubyssey staffer Geof Wheelwright for 
Canadian University Press. 
Do you still believe in the comments you made 
regarding the War Measures Act in October, 1970? 
Yes, I have not changed my mind about that. I con-
sider it to have been an abuse of power and a response of 
panic. I think I made one mistake then - to impute to 
Mr. Trudeau the culpability of being part of the conspi-
racy plot on the part of the police and the administra-
tion of Montreal and of the Bourassa government -
which was to rid society of so-called leftists. 
It's now apparent Mr. Trudeau was not implicated 
in that. Although we were right in saying that there was 
a conspiracy and that it was largely promoted by the 
Montreal provincial police and the RCM P through 
their inability to get along together, there's a tremend-
ous lesson we must draw from that. 
We have too many police forces , there is a great poten-
tial for abuse that was seen in October '70 .·1 think that 
the· Drapeau government was panicky, the Bourassa 
government was even more panicked and I think that 
the federal government should have used its intelligence 
and common sense and dedication to" civil rights in 
order not to cave in . 
The police will utilize whatever power they think is 
necessary - whether it be legal or not. Therefore to 
prevent the establishment~ even for a moment, of a 
police dictatorship, the political authorities cave in. 
And I think that is disastrous and sad and ought not to 
have been done . 
Let it be a lesson that the more power the police seek , 
they do so at the expense of the liberties of the individu-
als and society and they must be resisted at all costs . 
Do you think that the circumstances that created the 
abuse of power in Quebec in October 1970 could realis-
tically occur again? 
That terrorism can occur anywhere - the answer to 
that is yes . That men and women could take it upon 
themselves in their schizophrenia to plot I have no 
doubt about it at all . People will be kidnapped for the 
sake of political advantage of one group over another 
- that is quite possible . Quebec has no monopoly on 
this sort of action - it occurred there purely acciden-
tally because of cultural and political circumstances 
that made it p'ossible . 
Look at the way (former Vancouver mayor Tom) 
Campbell behaved in B.C. That mayor who wanted to 
use the War Measures Act to put all the hippies in jail. 
What do you consider to be a hippie? I have no doubt 
that it (abuse of power) is possible. Whether it will be 
:lone for Quebec independence - I have great doubts 
1bout that. 
I don't think there was in 1970 any more than there is 
now a political base for it. Of the 450-odd who were 
apprehended, the 35 known felquistes (FLQ members) 
were not arrested with the crisis going on. Therefore you 
can well imagine (the small political) base of the terror~ 
ist action. 
They are as ridiculous and stupid as the IRA, I sus-
pect. Or anybody else who through political and social 
schizophrenia and their own sense of power endanger 
people's lives. 
What do you think is the most important Jesson 
Canadians should have learned from October 1970? 
The important lesson is that the panic of the police 
forces and of the authorities, the liberties of the individ-
uals got ransacked. That's the first lesson. 
The seconp lesson is that the Drapeau and Bourassa 
capitalized and manipulated to their advantage. 
We also discovered that courage was not a fundamen-
tal characteristic of those who made decisions for us. 
Lastly we have discovered that the police behave in 
accordance to the immutable law. The police are basi-
cally stupid and behave stupidly. 
How much support were you getting for your views 
on the War Measures Act in October '70? 
Not very much. There was some support from leftist 
groups, but for their own political purposes. What 
shocked me in October '70 was that civil rights and 
human liberties could not be seen outside of partisan, 
petty politics. That turned me off politics for the rest of 
my life. 
When the circumstances test men is when you can 
see how men take them seriously. There are very few 
people who could look at human rights and liberties and 
say: "That's a condition of my goddam life, I have not 
assented to this, what's happening here ." 
Most people look at the rights of the state to be 
primordial. 
Do you think the basic nature of Canadian police 
forct:5 has changed since the October Crisis? 
No, the abuse of power we have heard through the 
MacDonald Commission and the ravenous demands by 
the police chiefs for more power - no doubt about it 
- the polij;:e haven't learned a goddam thing. 
When the police are asked to police the moral fibre of 
society the end result is abuse and more of our laws tend 
to deal with personal, basic morality while murder and 
death are not moral issues . Pornography is immoral but 
the protection of that is the individual's task, not 
~oeiety'_s__ 
Do you agree with a recently released Quebec govern-
ment that suggests Pierre Laporte's death was acciden-
tal and if so, is that important? 
The death of Pierre Laporte I've always felt to be an 
accident. It doesn't make any difference . It was not in 
the purvue of the people who kidnapped Laporte, it 
must have been an accident of some sort. However, the 
condition of his incarceration created a violent act that 
made anything possible. 
Those who ki_9napped him of his liberty are as guilty 
of his death as of his kidnapping, perhaps not legally -
but morally. What they did was immoral and abomina-
ble and was in no way a political act, it was an act 
against the basic tenets of society. 
Do you" think any official changes in attitude towards 
the October Crisis will take place on the lOth anniver-
sary of its occurrence? 
I suppose Mr. Cross will be brought out again and 
somebody will put a wreath on Mr. Laporte's grave . I 
think that what should take place is for the people who 
took the decision to impose the War Measures Act, the 
people who demanded it, the police who participated in 
it , and the people who kidnapped Mr. Laporte and 
those who created the condition where violence was the 
only answer the people had, shoul<! ask themselves the 
question whether they did not also kill Laporte. 
It's all very well to blame the Roses, and the Simards 
but there is "a moral dimension to that and how society 
responds to a crisis ." There was an MP from Quebec 
who said in opposition to the act during the War Mea-
sures debate that "when the house is burning, you save 
the people, then the furniture . In t-his case you've saved 
the furniture and let the people die ." 
That's what happened to Mr. Laporte . 
This idea of being macho and never giving in to 
terrorists is an absurdity but I understand it's practice to 
everyone in the world. My first consideration would be 
to save the people and then to deal with the terrorists. If 
that incident leads to another and precedents are 
created perhaps the government ought to look in their 
own backyard. 
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Diary of a prisoner of war 
By GERALD GODIN 
Friday, Oct. 16, 5 a.m. 
I awake with a start. Men's voices can be overheard 
through my bedroom door. "Are there others? Did you 
search the house?" I slip into my pants, open the door: 
three policemen are on the landing. 
The first notion that comes to mind: firemen have 
come to put out a fire in the house. Then, unarmed, they 
l.ell me not to move. "Do you have a warrant?" "We 
don't need warrants anymore," he replies, "we can 
search any premises we want without warrants, we can 
arrest anyone we want without warrants. Listen to the 
radio and you'll see." All this was said with a kind of 
triumphant smile. 
Images arise in my mind: this Polish friend who he. d 
thrown himself out of the window when police had 
broken into his home, in and around '65; and the 
memory of a publication distributed to primary school 
students in the '40's, which was called "A quand notre 
t?ur" (W~en_ ~ill it be our turn). It was a publication 
a1~ed at mstlll_mg the fear of communism in our young 
mmds. I was e1ght or nine at the time. 
A kind of fi~m strip projected through terror, where 
the secret pohce would break into homes to arrest 
people in the middle of the night. At our plac~ the search 
lasts about two hours. They seize two typewriters, a 
cheque book, a bank book, and a mass of documents 
labellep "Quebec sait faire !'independence" (Independ-
ence, Quebec knows how), which belonged to an issue 
of La Claque, a small Montreal leftist paper. 
Gradually the mood slackens. The most hostile 
policeman becomes almost pleasant. There are four of 
them in all, one in plainclothes. Then after the search, 
we depart. 
We all take off in an old, da-rk-blue, unmarked 
Chevy, for a destination unknown to me. The police-
men wonder which way to take to Parthenais, also 
known as "the Montreal Prison." We take St. Catherine 
Street. 
While passing "Le Parisien" movie house, the police-
man who had previously been hostile , asks me if I have 
seen the latest film of Denis Heroux: L'amour humain . 
"I saw his first two films, that's enough,"! said. "I don't 
like Canadian films," he said, "my wife saw Deux 
Femmes En Or. She told me it wasn't any good. I was 
. ~l"rl tn h""~" missed it " "I thought thf"rl" were <:<>me 
funny parts," I replied. We enter through the basement 
garage. 
The police cars line up . A Montreal police officer on 
foot, passes alongside the car I am in and makes a n~sty 
remar~. It will be the only one during my eight days of 
detention. 
First a photography session, like those administered 
to crin:tinals. Next, we pass the check-point, where we 
are reheved of our personal belongings. At that point I 
becom~ number 1738. Next, a barrage of questions on 
my c1vil status: date of birth, weight, color of eyes etc .. 
and an endless series of fingerprints. It is like a dance. 
The officer. in charge of prints takes one finger after 
an?th~r. swmgmg you to the right to ink the finger, and 
swmgmg you to the left to print the finger on the index 
card. Only the music is missing. Afterwards. we leave 
the world of the living ... and enter the cell-block. 
The language changes. "No. 1738", "cell X or Y", I 
don't remember. The hall is narrow and without win-
dows. A door opens automatically. I enter, and the door 
closes behind _me. Then, the door in front of me opens, 
and I am led nght to the end of the corridortowards the 
cell. On the left, the cells have solid doors, with a kind of 
porthole. From their cells, the inmates can see Parthe-
nais Street. On the right, the cells are without windows 
with no view on the outside; the doors are made of bars' 
which face the wall of the neighbouring cell. The ceti 
where I am taken is a common or group cell, red cement 
floors, yellowish walls and ceiling. One whole wall con-
sists o~bars facing onto the guards' passageway, and the 
cell wmdows overlook Fullum Street. There are 10 of 
us. In a little while there will be 35. It is 7:30. Some of us 
are standing, leaning against the walls, others are pacing 
back and forth, others are lying on the cement. I do the 
same. One or two amongst us still have a watch. Now 
and again, the doors open with a clatter, and a new 
prisoner joins us. No one had had breakfast. Towards 
10 o'clock our restlessness increases at the same rate as 
our hunger. Viau biscuit trucks pass in the streets like 
"provocateurs." 
Finally, at one o'clock, three guards arrive with a 
large _basket filled with brown paper bags. Each bag 
contams two ham sandwiches and two cookies. After-
wards, we are offered a choice of coffee or tea. We 
pounce on the sandwiches with fury. It's a feas~! After 
Gerald Godin was a reporter for Q~ebec-Presse and 
s:cretary~tr~asurer of Les Editions Parti Pris coopera-
1/ve pubflshmg house at the time of his arrest. He now 
sits as a Parti Quebecois member of Quebec's National 
AssemMy. having defeated Robert Bourassa in the 
November, 1976. provincial eiection. 
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dinner- so to speak~ it's a siesta. But we are already 
too numerous, there is not enough room along the four 
walls for all to stretch out. We take turns on the dusty 
cemen~. A cellmate who gives his place up to another 
tells h1m: "I softened the mattress for you, it's more 
comfortable." Another: "I warmed the bed for you." It's 
the beginning of solidarity. From time to time, prison-
ers are called forth for questioning. When they return, 
we surround them like radio braodcasts during the war. 
Will we learn, at long last, why we have been arrested? 
Those with cigarettes pass them around. 
During the first day, my strongest feeling is that of 
bemg uprooted, of floating in absolute uncertainty. 
W_hy am I here? If only they'd question me, at least I 
m1ght know what to expect. Is it for something I might 
have said, written or published? If I knew I might be 
able to stand on ~olid ground. For the time being. it is 
the void . 
After the siesta, time out for sports. Someone makes 
a ball out of the sandwich bags, and two teams are 
formed. "Those who receive penalties must step out of 
tne cell." Others joke about our status as prisoners of 
war. We ask the guard, "Is the war over?" Others tell 
themselves : "At least here, we can't get picked up." 
~ mattress - coarse pressed fibre - is leaning 
agamst the wall. On the iron bunk fixed to the wall. 
there are two narrow sheets aneta woolen blanket with a 
couple of holes. The cell is approximately nine by five 
feet. On the right side, there is the bunk and a wardrobe. 
On the left side, secured to the wall, a small table and 
bench . At the back, the toilet, and between the toilet and 
the bed, a basin. Hot water, cold water, and the taps are 
pushbutton. As the time passes, new prisoners are taken 
to their cells. In the course of one evening there will be 
24. Our cell block is full. 
Saturday, Oct. 17 
The night is sliced into fragments by the rounds of the 
guards. During each round, they make an infernal 
racket. In the middle of the night, the lights are turned 
~n_, Someone shouts: "Turn on the lights, turn on the 
hghts. Breakfast, breakfast. Get up, get up." My cell 
door . opens. In t_he _corridor, a guard is pushing an 
alumm.um cart wtth 1ts doors ajar, and a tray on each 
one of 1ts shelves. Another guard is standing in front of 
my door wit~ a tray. "Come and get it," he says. My first 
meal as a pnsoner of war. Porridge the consistency of 
custard. Three pieces of toast, a pat of butter on the 
first. An aluminum bowl with a reeking mixture of hot 
chocolate-coffee-tea. Undrinkable. It sails down the 
drain. And so goes the custard-porridge. The toast is 
O.K. In order to digest the toast, a healthy jaunt: four 
steps forward, four steps back; it is our whole universe. 
A half-hour later, the guards take back the trays, saying: 
"Keep your silverware." After that, it's silence. 
In the evening, after supper, surprise: "Section AD, 
cells one to 12, recreation. Those who want to take a 
shower, go ahead." The door opens and we are allowed 
the common room in what the guards refer to as the 
"sector". It's freedom! 
Our recreation over, cells 12 to 24 have a turn. A kind 
of restlessness begins to swell. The inmates want to 
smoke. But it's Saturday night, the canteen is closed. At 
I 0 o'clock, the lights are turned out. Only a bluish hue is 
left glowing, like in the night clubs. 
Sunday, Oct. 18 
The routine starts again around 5 a.m. By mid-
mormng, a group of inmates is clamoring for cigarettes. 
The guards come to take three of our colleagues for an 
unknown destination. This Sunday, we are supposed to 
have three half-hours of recreation. Towards noon, an 
inmate draws our attention to the flag at Radio-Quebec, 
flying half mast. . 
Speculations are rife. Someone important has died. 
Who is it? We will be in the dark for two days. In the 
evening, it's the canteen. A guard passes all the inmates 
a kind of voucher listing all the things we can buy, 
Craven A to Brylcream, as well as a deck of cards, 
trademark Target. 
Only tonight am I able to regain some kind of footing. 
The cell is my home. I'm setting in already. I'm begin-
ning to feel rooted ... Even in prison, I create a kind of 
~niverse, which will be my life f,or an unknow_n period of 
time. ' 
Monday, Oct. 19 
T~e "beans a Ia Parthenais" are forgotten. I start 
gettmg hungry. Macaroni with meat. not bad at all. We 
learn from one of our cellmates, who has returned from 
the infirmary, where he saw a newspaper. that Pierre 
Laporte was found Saturday night in the trunk of a car, 
shot twice in the head . So the news gets to us, anyhow. 
CFGL-FM g1ves us a complete news bulletin. It's as if a 
window were opened onto Montreal. From our cells. in 
the evenings. we see a police roadblock on Jacques 
Cartier Bridge. 
Tuesday, Oct. 20 
Nothing new. It's the day our comrades taken away 
Sunday. return amongst us . They are pale. They were in 
the hole. No openings, the light on 24 hours a day. 
"When they brought me back here." one of the survivors 
told us. "it's as if they had set me free." 
The guards gave us some.maga7ines, and I managed 
to put my hands on an excellent little novel, Blue City, 
by John Mac Donald (like the father of Confederation) 
- a novel of the forties. I stretch it out. I read the same 
chapters over again. It's the story of a war veteran who 
returns to his home town to find it completely taken 
over by corrupt politicians. The only appealing charac-
ters were an ol~ European who owned a pawnshop and, 
pmned up a p1cture of Frederick Engels in the store 
window and one of Karl Marx in the back shop; and an 
antique dealer, a socialist. who expressed little faith in 
North American Democracy. I'm reading these 
pages m cell 13 AD I, of hotel Parthenais. 
Wednesday, Oct. 21 
The days trail one another and we arc all the same 
except for meals. Today, it's cod. One of the guards. 
who IS probably from Gaspe, warns us in jest not to say 
anything disparaging about t'he cod "from up our way." 
In the mght, as1de from the clatter of doors, to which 
we are grow!ng accustomed, there is something new. I 
not1ce my ne1ghbor, from cell13 AD 2, going by with his 
belongings under his arm. Destination unknown Then 
at dawn, another is going. Nobody knows wher~. ' 
Thursday, Oct. 22 
Those who left in the night numbered three. They 
were released, a guard confirms it to us . Another tells 
us, "Don't get excited, you're here for 90 days." In the 
course of the day, the three liberated prisof]ers are 
replaced by three others. We go after the news. They 
were p1cked up Tuesday. They give us a resume of life 
since last Friday. Outside of prison, life goes on. We 
are excluded for an "X" period of time. 
Some of my comrades seem to believe I will be the 
next to leave. Maybe sometime Thursday night. I don't 
beheve 1t, but I sleep with one eye open. At each round 
of the guard, I think it's for me. But it's not the case. I 
:w-ake with the yellowish dawn, this time more despair-
mg than ever. 
Friday, Oct. 23 
It's my mother's birthday. I am in prison for reasons I 
don't understand -and for reasons I still don't under-
stan~ today. ~t fi.ve in the morning, the radio presents 
us w1th an ed1tona"l by Paul Coucke in support of the 
War Measures Act. It's sadism. The second canteen 
passes. For the first time I get my hands on some paper 
and. a Bic pen. I make myself a 90-day calendar. I have 
unt1l the 15th ~f January ... 
Th~ prison routine slackens. For the first time, we are 
permitted group recreation for the whole afternoon. At 
supper, fo-r the second time in a week, we are allowed a 
salt shaker. A meal ~ith salt, what a feast! After supper, 
more group recreatiOn. Then around nine o'clock sur-
prise! "13 AD I, Godin, take all your things and rep,ort." 
My feet hardly touch the ground. In two and a quarter 
seconds, my towel, and my pillow case. I return to the 
cell block for the last time ... A flurry of handshakes. My 
23 comrades are at the door. "Don't forget to feed my, 
dog." "Phone Isabelle," etc. Then, from the 13th floor 
we a.re taken down to the 4th, where, two by two, we go 
to p1ck up our personal papers. 
Two.hours later I am on Parthenais Street. I go up St. 
Cathe.nne Street,_ from Parthenais to Guy. It's the most 
beaut_1ful street tn the world. Half-way, I fulfill the 
prom1se made to my comrades to drink a beer co their 
health at the St. Regis Tavern. How I must see to their 
liberation. 
------------- ------- -----
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David Bowie: 
Scary Monsters 
and Super Creeps 
By Phillip Staines 
David Bowie has always 
had a reputation among the 
public as being too strange. 
Everyone thought that Bowie 
was finished after he released 
Changes One, a compilation 
of hits. Since then, Bowie has 
released Low Heroes, and The 
Lodger, which the public more 
or less spat on. You can still 
find them in the $2.95 pile. 
Very few pe9ple stopped to 
think that Bowie may have 
been years ahead of his time, 
producing the sterile, techno-
logical sound that character-
izes the eighties. After all, the 
key to making modern music 
is progress and imagination. 
. 
David Bowie has lost a lot 
of his popularity due to his 
change of trip. People find it 
hard to comprehend the alie-
nated style that is so promi-
nent in his most recent albums, 
but David Bowie has never 
regressed. 
His new album Scary 
Monsters and Super Creeps 
has caught the attention of 
ears of the public, although 
the reaction certainly isn't 
from page4 
was not there and could not 
give him meaning. 
Then a voice seemed to 
speak to him from an exist-
ence beyond his immediate 
being and drew him back fJ;"om 
his impending madness: 
"In the beginning, God 
created the heavens and the 
earth ... 
... God created man in his 
overwhelming. Like any other 
substantial album Scary 
Monsters takes a while to get 
used to. The music is erratic, 
with an endless assortment of 
texturization. Bowie twists his 
arrangements into a demented 
array of sound that leaves yoy 
wondering whether or not the 
man is of stable mind. 
Bowie is a musical genius 
and, with a line-up of sensitive 
musicians, is able to create a 
pulsating and threatening ass-
ault on one's imagination. 
Robert Fripp appears on six 
of the ten tracks. His guitar 
work is like an active chemical 
in the music, leaving a bitter 
taste in your mouth and bom-
barding your ears with a vio-
lent, disorder of eerie ness, the 
same sound is prominent on 
Peter Gabriel's latest. 
The actual rythmic back-
bone of the album is reminis-
cent of the notorious thump 
ofTalking H.eads, great dance 
music for bizarre acid and 
coke party. 
Pete Townsend manages to 
get in on the action, playing 
guitar on Because You're 
Young, and the rest of the 
own image .... " 
Yes. Yes! That would make 
all the difference! That would 
give meaning to his existence. 
As his mind began to take 
refuge in this new thought, the 
fear and panic gave way to 
peace and joy in a new sense 
of belonging. He became aware 
that the people around him , 
were looking at him and smil-
ing. They were 'real' after all! 
What's happening 
in El Salvador? 
Speaker: Daniele V acourse 
(recently returned from El Salvador) 
Tuesday, October 21, 12:00 noon 
Room 308 cd- New West Campus 
Tape/ Slide presentation 
Question and Answer period 
Everyone welcome 
Sponsored by: 
Douglas College Socialist Discussion Group 
(a non-partisan educational forum) 
band, with the exeption of Be 
Bop Deluxe's Andy Young on 
keyboards, is Bowie's regular · 
band. Bowie's old, old pro-
ducer, Tony Visconti adds a 
bit of acoustic guitar. 
The album has an unusual 
concept behind it, which is no 
surprise, but it seems to take a 
more personal approach on 
David's part. One gets the 
impression that the songs are 
about old acquaintances, and 
personal opinions on social 
lifestyle. Bowie even drags up 
his old, lost space companion, 
Major Tom, who's stung out 
on heavens high, burnt out on 
intercelestial drugs. 
The three distorted pictures 
of Bowie taken from his pre-
vious albums on the back of 
Scary Monsters prove inter-
esting. They may intensify the 
bitterness of Bowie's feelings 
toward the public and the 
media. 
Overall, Scary Monsters is 
a valuable piece of work for 
any Bowie freak , or anyone 
who likes a bit of the outlan-
dish and extraordinary. 
\ 
~' } 
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On August 23rd in the Fraser valley, a seven month old East Indian child 
drowned in a bucket of water. The bucket was the drinking water supply for 
one of sixteen families inhabiting a converted barn on a fruit farm. The death 
sparked an inquest into the living conditions of immigrant farm labouring 
families in the fruit belt. 
The media had begun to cover such issues since April6, 1980 when the B.C. 
farm workers formed the first farm workers' union in the country: the Canadian 
Farm workers' Union (CFU). For the first time in fifteen years the plight of the 
Fraser Valley's 10,000 East Indian and Chinese farmworkers came into the 
public eye. 
Anand Patwardhan, whose films about the repressive regime of Indira 
Ghandi have been distributed internationally, spent the summer making a film 
about the B.C. farmworkers. The following narrative is an account of his 
observations during the past two months. 
I T IS 5 A.M. AND RAINING MILDLY. WE ·---------------.. are at Pritam Kaur's home in East Vancouver- a two-room basement with no access to the sun, for which she pays more than a third of her four to 
hve thousand dollar annual income as a farmworker. 
We are an unlikely gathering here this morning. 
Martin (cameraman) Nettie (sound recordist) and Jim 
(co-ordinator) speak in English. I speak in Hindi. 
Pritam and her sor. Sarwan who have just woken up, 
speak mainly in Punjabi with occasional Hindi and 
English words thrown in. They understand me and I 
them. 
They know ~hat we are making a film on the 
condition of farmworkers and that we support the 
Canadian Farmworkers Union which Has recently been 
formed, so they are eager to speak out to us of their 
hardships. The day has already begun for them. Sarwan 
is getting ready to go to work in a sawmill. He is 
separated and his 5-year old son Neki will go to the 
fields with Pritam as they have no baby-sitter. Pritam's 
work day begins earliest of all. She is preparing lunch 
and dinner for the family at the same time, for when she 
returns at 9 p.m. tonight she will be too exhausted to do 
anything but eat and sleep. 
Pritam is one of the fastest pickers on the work force 
in the Fraser Valley. Proudly she displays to us a card 
with many holes punched in it . Yesterday she picked a 
record 31 flats in one 11-hour stretch earning $69 .00. 
The rate is $2 .25 per flat. For every flat she filled, 
Joginder the labour contractor, whose main job was to 
transport her and other workers in his van, earned 75¢. 
Yesterday he earned $23.00 from Pritam's pay alone. 
Pritam beams a smile at us, "They (the farmers and 
contractors) prefer employing us over white workers 
because we are much faster ." 
It is the peak season now and this year the berry crop 
has been excellent. Temporarily the pickings are good . 
Soon the crop wit thin out, .and even Pritam will be 
lucky to pick more than 19 flats per day. Slower pickers 
will not be brought to work at all. Thi~ season, with 
some luck, working 7 days a week, and 9 to II hours per 
day, Pritam will have earned about the minimum wage. 
Many other workers will average not more than SI.SO 
per hour. 
"Do you enjoy farmwork?" She looks at me incred-
ulouly. "Look, at my ankles. See the swelling. My back 
is in pain. I take headache pills. That is what farmwork 
is about. If only I had known when I left India that 
Canada meant just another field to work in ... " 
W E ARE AT THE HOUSE OF JWALA Singh Grewal. .With his white turban, white beard and imposing figure he looks a little like the calendar picture of Guru 
Nanak (religious leader of the Sikhs) which hangs from 
his wall. He too speaks only Punjabi, but understands 
Hindi. At 65 years of age, be is a farmworker and 
vice-president of the Canadian Farmworkers' Union 
(CFU). We go to back of the house where last night 
vandals smashed Jwala's parked car. They sliced open 
the tires and threw empty beer bottles through the win-
dows of his house. 
"I never had enemies. People in the community have 
always been respectful. But now the union has vicious 
opponents. They phoned Raj (president of the CFU) 
and Charan (secretary) and threatened to kill them if 
they continued working for the union. They smashed 
the windows of our office. Now this. But we don't scare 
so easily. Next time they come, I'll be ready for them." 
'White farmers exploiting us to make a profit, at least 
that sounds plausible. But these contractors- they are 
the real scum. They exploit their own kind . I suppose 
the colour is not what counts. Big fish will always eat 
sm:all fish." 
We are driving by the farms in the Okanagan where 




by Ariand Patwardhan 
reprinted from the McGill Daily by 
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contacts with the workers. In the distance we spot a 
worker, a young Chinese boy, spraying peach saplings 
with a hand-held spray pump. The CFU organizer calls 
out to him, "What are you spraying?" 
~~orda:y, Oct . 20 ~-9q0 
I DON'T KNOW," HE REPLIES. HE WEARS no mask, and the spray is being blown back in his face. The CFU organizer explains the dangers of pesticide and cautions the worker to insist on 
being supplied a mask by his employer. 
We want to film the ramshackle cabins near the fields 
where an infant recently drowned in a pail of water. 
These cabins are reputed to be traditionally over-
crowded and unhygenic, without drinking water facil-
ities. The farmer bars the way into the cabin. It can only 
be filmed from the outside. Later, when no one is 
around, we pick up a quick shot of the inside of an 
empty cabin. 
I an sitting by the roadside a mile away from Jensen's 
mushroom farm. Jim, Martin and Nettie are pretending 
to be a television crew so as to get access onto the farm 
and interview Jensen. My presence on the crew would 
make the farmer suspicious. By now Jim and I have 
developed certain tactics to facilitate our work. He 
handles the growers and contractors, pretending to be 
neutral. I talk to the workers where our partisanship is 
already known and can only lead to greater intimacy 
and insight into their condition. 
Ninety percent of the workers at Jensen's are 
members of the CFU . The union has applied for its first 
certification as an authorized trade union at Jensen's. 
Jensen, subsidiary of the giant Moneys Mushroom 
cannery, has employed the foremost anti-labour law 
firm, Russell and Dumont, to challenge the CFU at the 
Labour Relations Board (LRB) hearing. The union's 
case is being argued by volunteer lawyers from the 
progressive B.C. Law Union. 
Jensen is on guard against the media . He will not 
speak about the union but refers Jim to his lawyers. He 
does have one comment to make about the workers, 
however, "lfthey don't like it here they are free to quit ." 
It is a day of celebration. The LRB has ruled that the 
CFU is legally authorized to represent the workers at 
Jensen's mushroom farm. The victory is doubly sweet as 
it has bee11 won jointly by both white and East Indian 
workers . They resisted the management's efforts to 
divide them racially. 
I have left a victory celebration at home to go to a folk 
concert. As I return at midnight there is a crowd and an 
ambulance. Sa wan Boat (treasurer of the CFU) is lying 
in his blood on the street. He is barely conscious. A 
fellow organizer describes what happened: Stuart, 
Terry (white workers from Jensen's) and Sarwan, all 
slightly high , were shouting in the streets, "Long live the 
CFU ."Four white youths emerged from a pool hall and 
attacked Sarwan calling him a " dirty Hindu". They 
kicked him in the face with their boots. On being 
intercepted by Stuart and Terry, they ran away. But 
before the two could intervene, Sarwan had already 
been injured . Now Stuart and Terry are in a rage. "They 
attacked our brother, we are going to kill them." 
Jim is on the scene. He stays behind to pacify Stuart 
and Terry saying that the police have already arrived 
and it will do no good to take direct physical action. I 
follow the ambulance carrying Sarwan to the hospital 
where he will be discharged the next day with four 
stitches and a month's worth of body and head injuries. 
The film has been forgotten. 
We- are nearing the very end of our film stock. We 
have spent all our personal savings, cut all the corners 
possible, imposed ourselves on all our friends, but the 
film does not feel complete. We have filmed workers, 
contractors, growers, union organizers, a public rally 
addressed by Cesar Chavez in support of the CFU, and 
many other events but we lack a real climax to end on. 
Now an opportunity has arisen with plans for a CFU led 
demonstration at the Clearbrook farming area against 
the system of contract labour. The union is demanding 
that hiring halls replace the parasitic labour contractor. 
THE WEATHER IS BRIGHT AND SUNNY, and the demonstration is big. Many members of the CFU have turned out as well as suppor-ters from amongst the labour movement, stu-
dents, lawyers, even a priest. Though it is a Saturday, 
farmworkers are in the fields working. 
In the past while many workers have secretly pledged 
their support to the union, they have been afraid to 
come out in public where a farmer or contractor might 
see them, for fear of losing their jobs. As the procession 
of demonstrators pass the field s we hear workers 
shouting slogans, "Canadian Farmworkers Union 
Zindabad (Long Live the CFU)" and "Farmworkers 
Unite and Fight". They stop work and stand up. They 
smile. We don't have permission to stop at any one farm 
as that would be considered a picket. 
Suddenly a roar goes up from the demonstrators up 
ahead . A worker has come out of the fields to join the 
march. We rush ahead to catch it on film. It is Pritam 
Kaur. She is dancing and screaming, "The union is here 
to stay!" Behind her in the distance, a group of five 
women and two children are running out of the fields 
too. -
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Soccer Canada, -SPORT SHORTS 
By Pat Burdett 
This is a review. 
I think it is probably neces-
ary to establish this fact to 
avoid too much confusion over 
the rest of this rambling 
incohesive babble. ' 
The su~ject is a new group 
of entertamers that are bound 
to go places. No, these guys 
will not be heard on your 
radio during the top ten count-
down, however you might 
catch mention of them on the 
sports portion of the news. 
The group is known as the 
Canadian national soccer team 
because that's what they are. 
And when it comes to enter-
tainment, the show they put 
on h~s got to rate among the 
best m town. 
Being somewhat of a soccer 
enthusiast, I may be a bit 
biased in my evaluation of the 
earn. But I assure you, it is 
not .necessary for a person to 
habitually sleep in his cleats 
wallpaper his room with pend~ 
ants, and plunge himself relent-
lessly into debt following his 
team across the continent, in 
order to appreciate these guys. 
I don't care who a person is, if 
he can walk out of one of the. 
Canadian team's games with-
o~t a boun.ce in his step and a 
gnn that bisects his face from 
one ear to the other, then he 
should be buried because he 
died without anyone noticing 
or he is the coach of the othe; 
team. 
If you follow our NASL 
team, the Vancouver White-
caps, you can't help but notice 
that a lot of the same names 
are on the Canada's team. 
Fortunatly, they left the ten-
dancy to choke in the big 
games back with the White-
caps. It seems that they can do 
no wrong when it comes to 
playing for their country. 
Maybe you don't think so 
but "playing for their coun~ 
t~y" is a pretty damn heavy 
line. It sounds like it should be 
foll~w~d ~y some dripping 
patnotlc cliches. But my lim-
Ited vocabulary prohibits me 
from using any better way to 
describe the feeling I get when 
I watched them play against 
(and beat) a team from Peru. 
I guess I first realized what I 
was watching when i started 
cheering, "Come on Canada!" 
~or a person like myself who 
IS accustomed to such com-
mon lines as, "Go Lions" or 
"Canucks are deadbeats" 
"C ' orne on Canada" tastes a 
little funny. The last time I 
used that corny line was in 
1972 when our hockey team 
edged out the Russians to 
save our natiOnal pride. The 
game suddenly took on a bit 
more of a personal nature. 
'One more oddity about: 
the team IS that uncharacteris-
tic of most teams we see in 
Vancouver, they win. For me 
at least, and most of the other 
non-masochists around this 
is a fun thing to see. Eve;yone 
loved a winner and I don't 
care if you can't tell a soccer-
ball ,from .an apple dumpling, 
you re gomg to stand up and 
scr~am your alcohol fogged 
brams out when your team 
scores. 
If your wondering about 
"alc_ohol fogged", I might 
remmd you of Vancouver's 
recently passed by-law that 
allows booze to be sold at 
sporting events, even on 
Sundays. 
God bless Jack V olrich and 
the gang. Even if you cannot 
stand soccer or are sick of 
Bobby Lenarduzzi's face, the 
admission ticket might be 
worth the money if only to 
:~uell those Sunday dehydra-
tion blues. 
_Speaking of the admission 
ticket, you would be hard pres-
sed to find a better deal in 
town, unless your idea of a 
good ~how is the noon strip-
tease m the local hotel bar. 
My reserve ticket for the best 
seats in the stadium cost me 
$5 .50, which I still owe to the 
guy I talked into buying for 
me. Of course if you want to 
j nd ulge in a couple or ten cold 
brew you best be prepared to 
pack your wallet with a little 
extra stuffing. Some horrible 
peo_Ple manage to smuggle in 
their own refreshments. I 
wouldn't expect any of the 
clean-living scholars of Dou-
glas to partake in such atro-
cious breeches of stadium 
regulations, but if anyone is 
feeling rebellious they should 
remember to buy on Saturday 
when the stores are still open. 
If your budget restricts your 
fluid consumption and you 
can't con anybody to financr 
a coupl~ of beers for you, fear 
n.ot. Believe it or not, it is pos-
SI?le to have a great time 
without the desruction of a 
few billion of valuable brain 
cells. The game itself, and the 
fans especially, tend to inflict 
their own brand of insanity on 
anyone daring to join their 
ranks. 
~hey are crazy. French, 
Ita_li~n, German, and especially 
Bntish accents fill the air uni-
ted in support for one team. 
Bright, colorful scarves and 
flags decorate the stands with 
colors and names from teams 
from around the world. All 
are waved frantically amidst 
the cheers and jeers that ac-
company every shot at the 
goal and every whistle from 
the referee. Age is no limit to 
the soccer fans. Sitting in front 
of m~ was a. mighty midget, 
workmg on h1s fifth year, who 
would outcheer the rest of our 
section when anything hap-
pened, whether he knew what 
was going on or not. Every 
time the Canadians scored he 
would be waving his minature 
~aple leaf flag and punching 
h1s dad enthusiastically in the 
arm. His dad was a very toler-
ant fellow, this I concluded 
after his patient reaction to a 
foul mouthed and equally bad 
smelling pseudo-journalist 
falling into his lap from the 
seat behind him. 
But then I should have 
expected as much. A soccer 
fan is an immediate friend, as 
long as you support his team. 
So if your television is in· 
the shop or if you've already 
~e~n the british comedy play-
mg on the Sunday matinee, 
maybe you should consider 
taking in a game. Canada will 
b~ s.tart~ng the World Cup 
elimmatwn rounds in Nov-
mber - first they must com-
pete with the US and Mexico · 
and should they do well, they'll 
move on to better things. Right 
now it looks like Canada for 
the first time in a whil~ is 
going to make quite an impact 
on the world soccer scene. 
But then, that's a long way 
off. Right now all I care about 
is seeing my team beat the hell 
out of those damn yanks. If 
you decide to go, say hi to me 
at the game. I'll be the drunk 
guy, verbally abusing the refe-
ree at the top of my lungs. 
by Greg Heakes 
I'm sure it's to the dismay 
~fall ~ou former and prospec-
tive nnk rats that Douglas 
College does not have a hockey 
team this year. 
I talked with the Athletic 
Director, Gert van Niekerk 
about this matter and although 
he was sympathetic he ex-
plained that it couldn't be 
done this year. 
First and foremost he said 
it was expensive. A hockey 
team would cost between 
fourteen and fifteen thousand 
dollars and that would take 
up al.most half the budget. 
W1th hockey being so pop-
ular and since the Lower 
Mainland is blessed with such 
an abundant number of rinks ~he pr?blem is obviously not 
m gettmg players or a place to 
play. 
This all seems a bit ironic 
considering that just a couple 
of years ago the Douglas Col-
lege hockey team won two 
Totem Conference champion-
ships in a row. But the league 
eventually fell apart and the 
Douglas team disbanded. 
N~eke.rk hopes in the up-
commg years we can look 
forward to a Jr. College hockey 
league. 
I don't know about you but 
I'm pretty disappointed that 
we don't have Canada's game 
as part of our sports program. 
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* * * J?ue t? the Thanksgiving 
holiday, It was a pretty quiet 
weekend for most teams. 
The rugby teams had an 
·upsetting time hosting the 
Bert Flynn Tournament. The 
o~ly team to play was the 
thud team who tied Medicine 
Hat 4-4. 
This weekend the undefeat-
ed Division one rugby team 
plays Maple Ridge who are 
the only other undefeated 
team. Games go on for a good 
part ofthe day starting at I :30 
at Queens Park. 
* * * The Douglas College soccer 
team won an exhibition game 
Thursday Oct. 9, against 
Columbia College 2 to I at 
Quee!!s Park. 
Leading scorer Bruce 
MacD_onald put Douglas up 
2-0 w1th an assist going to 
Mark Kilmartin who was 
playing in his first game. 
The team got a rest for the 
holiday weekend hut resume 
play. Oct. 18, 19 against 
Capilano College in a home 
and away series. The home 
game will be played Sunday 
l :00 pm. at Queens Park. 
[3,.4 , MvMhle, 






Who is this 
Masked Man? 
COQ. PUB NIGHT 
Fri. Oct 24 
6:00-12:00 
' :. , 
~====~~======~ Dear Edito~, 
0 wow! Another pub night 
at Douglas College. It's a great 
to dance and meet all your fel-
low students. 
But the beer, that's another 
story altogether. Labatt's Blue. 
Hotv in this day and age can 
someone possibly serve Blue? 
After suffering with Ameri-
can beer for two months (Oh 
God, never again), insult is 
added to injury by the sight of 
that Blue Brew. 
A variety of beer, including 
Black Label would surely be 
an improvement. 
Robin Smith 
OCTOBER CRISIS 
